Historic,  Archive  Document 

Do  not  assume  content  reflects  current 
scientific  l<nowledge,  policies,  or  practices. 


No,  129    October  12,  l^h,0      1:1,5  p,m, 
"TENNESSEE  TALES"  ' 


W-LW  Cincinnati 

United  States  Department  of  Agriculture 
Soil  Conservation  Service 
Dayton  Ohio 


SOUITD ;     Thunde r  and  rain_._.  ,. 

Fortunes  Washed  Awayl 
ORGAN  THEME:     I  GET  THE  BLUES  WHEN  IT  RAINS, 
ANI\TQUNGER 

From  the  Great  Smoky  Mountains,  with  their  laurel  and  rhododendron 
to  the  levees  of  the  Mississippi^  v/ith  their  cotton  wharves  and 
their  time-honored  paddlewheel  steamboats,  sprawls  Tennessee- — 
Tennessee,  a  great  state,  a  great  agricultural  state.     And  many  a 
small  Tennessee  tov/n  has  its  Liar^s  3ench,  gathering  place  for 
the  local  historians,  yarn-spinners ,  and  wags«     Here,  when  the 
sun  pauses  in  a  dusty  afternoon  sky,  when  heat-monkeys  shimrfler 
across  the  public  square  and  the  foliage  of  the  trees  on  the 
courthouse  lavm  hangs  in  limp  tatters,  when  the  distant  barking 
of  a  dog  and  the  slow  voices  of  the  loafers  sound  remote  and 
i;jireal,  you^ll  find  them~-the  tellers  of  folk  lore,  story  tellers 
of  Am.erica,  and  Tennessee.     Many  stories  are  pure  fabrication, 
many  wistful  thinking,  many  true,  (FADE), 
MAJ^IAN 

Don^t  you  wish  you  were  back  on  the  stage.  Uncle  Jim? 
JIM 

Who,  me?    Why,  I  hn  too  old  for  such  foolishness, 
ED 

I  think  Marian  is  right.  Uncle  Jim..     No  matter  how  old,  as  you 
call  it,  you  may  be,  there's  still  the  old  trouper  in  you, 
JIM 

\^fb.j,  children,  I've  trod  the  boards  from  Altoona  to  Topeka,  from 

Pev^ee  Valley,  Kentucky,  to  East  Dubuque,  Iowa,,, and  right  here  in 

Tennessee,  too.     But  I  knov/  when  the  old  pins  begin  to  give  the 
curtain  sign. 
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MARIAN 

Gee,  I  wish  I  could  be  a  great  actress  someday. 
^  ED 

Me,  too, 

JIM 

You,  an  actress,  Ed?     (ALL  LAUGH) 
ED 

Aw,  you  know  what  I  mean.     But  I ^ ve  heard  you  tell  stories,  and... 

MARIAN 

Why  don^t  you  tell  us  one.  Uncle  Jim? 
JIM  (TRYING  NOT  TO  aCT  PLEASED) 
Oh,  now_,  I , ,  •  . 
ED 

Yeah,  come  on, 
JIM 

Well,  if  you  insist... but  suppose  you  act  this  out  with  me,  Ed, 
You  say  you  want  to  becom.e  an  ''actress".     Now,  I'll  play  the  part 
of  Old  Man  3ill  Blowcly,  and  you  can  be.,..  (FADE) 
SOUITD:     Ilaock  on  door... 
3L0WDY  (from  inside) 
Who^s  there? 
MELVIN 

It's  me.     Just  me  and  my  hound  dog  Bulger, 
SOUND:     Cabin  door  creaks  open 
BLOi^Y 

Oh,  it's  you,  Melvin.     Come  in  and  rest  and  eat  a  bite. 

MELVIN 

No,  thank  you,  sir. 


»  * 


« 


3L0WDY 

Well,  v/hy  not? 

Well,  jovi  see.  Mister  Old  Han  3ill  Blowdy,  I^m  going  to  town. 
It's  fort^r  miles  and  across  tv;o  comities  but  I  aim  to  see  that 
tovm.     That's  why  I  came  to  see  you. 
3H0WDY 

Nov/,  nov/.  Young  Melvin»,«I'm  hard  v:p  for  money  right  noY/.  I 
couldn't  loan  my  sweet  mother,  now  in  heaven  praise  be,  so  much 
as  a  penny, 

MSLVITNy 

I  don't  want  no  money.     I  ain't  the  borrowing  kind. 
BLOWDY 

W?aat  can  I  do  for  you  then? 
IffiLVIN 

Well,  it's  like  this.     You're  my  twenty-tMrd  cousin,  my  only  kin 
in  this  vjorld  since  pappy  died.     I  got  a  favor  for  you  to  do  for 
me  • 

BLOWDY 

No  favors,  my  boy.     I  make  it  a  rule  to  do  no  favors  and  don't 

expect  none  from  anybody. 

IplLVIN 

It's  s.  favor  I'm  aiming  to  pay  for. 

BLOWDY  (CHANG-ING  HIS  TME ) 

Oh,  that's  different  now.     Come  right  in^  Young  Melvin. 
WELVIN 

No  sir,  no  need  to  come  in,  for  I'd.  just  be  coming  out  again. 

Miat  I  want  you  to  do  is  keep  my  fox  hound  Bulger  while  I'm.  off  on 
my  travels.    I'll  pay  his  keep,  I'll  pay  v/hat '  s  right  when  I  com.e 
back  to  get  him. 


BLOWDY 

Just  a  minute.  (OFF  AND  imvBLING  TO  HIMSELF)  Heh,  hoh.  Svorybody 
knows  Young  Molvin  is  simple.     Honest,  yes,  but  simple  as  the  day 

% 

is  long.     Heroes  a  v;ay  I  can  malie  myself  something  extry,  and  get 
a  good  fox  hound  too.     (TliEN  BACK  TO  IvffiLVIN )     V/hy,  yes....  Why,  yes, 
1^11  keep  Bulger  for  you.  Young  Molvin,  and  glad  to. 

^/lEI.VIN 

Geo,  thanks  Mister  Old  Man  Bill  Blov/dy,     1^11  be  back  next  week  or 

m.onth  or  sometime.     I  don  *  t  know  how  long  it»ll  be,   'cause  it's 

forty  Fiiles  and  across  tv/o  covijities  to  tov/n, 
ORGAN;     BRIEF  BRIDGE  DENOTING  LAPSE  OP  TIME. 
SOUND ;     Ivnocking_  on  door, .  » .doo r  opens  . .  . . 

3L0WDY 

Oh^  it's  you.  Young  Molvin.     How  are  you* 

Fair  to  middling.     Walked  to  town  and  saw  the  sights  and  then  walko( 
back  here  again.     Don't  never  ¥7ant  to  roam  no  more.     I'm  satisfied 
now. 

BLpWDY 

Well,  glad  to  hear  it.     Next  time  you  come  down  to  the  crossroads, 

drop  in  and  say  hello.     Any  time,  just  any  time.  Young  Melvin, 
S^OJJNI)j^_  poor  closes,... 

I^LVIN  (Shouting) 

Hold  there  I     Wait  a  minute, 
^  SOUND;     Door  opens... 
BLOWDY 

I  hii  busy,  Yoimg  Melvin, 
j\^IELVIN 

How  about  Bulger,  Old  Man  Bill  Blov/dy?     Hov7  about  him.? 
-  BLOWDY 
Why,  I.... 


I'BLVIN 

I  mean  my  fox  hound  I 
.3L0WDY 

Oh,  him?    Why,  I  declare  to  my  soul  I^d  alm.ost  forgot  that  hoiind 
dog.     I  sure  almost  had. 
MEIA/T  K 

Where's  he  at? 
3L0WDY 

1*11  tell  you.     I  feel  mighty  bad  about  it,  but  .Bulger  is  no  more, 

LlELVIN 

How  Gom.e?    What  do  you  mean? 
3L0WDY 

» 

Why,  he's  perished  and  gone.  Young  Melvin.     The  first  night  after 
you  left  I  locked  him  up  in  that  little  bustod-dovrn  house  over 
there.    Well  sir,  those  last  renters  of  m.ine  that  lived  there  v/as 
povv'-erfiil  dirty  folks.     They  left  the  place  just  lousy  with  chinch 
bugs.     Them  bugs  was  mortal  hungry  by  this  time.     So  they  just 
eat  that  Bulger  of  yours  alive.     Eat  all  but  the  poor  thing's 
bones  by  morning~-and  the  bones  v/as  pretty  well  gnawed, 
MELVIN  (SORROWFULLY) 
Oh,  gee... 
3L0WDY 

It  Y/as  my  fault  in  one  v/ay,     I  ought  to  Imo'vm  better  than  put  your 
dog  in  there.     But  I  done  it.     So  I  won't  charge  you  one  penny  for 
his  keep  the  night  I  had  him,     I  aim.  to  do  the  fair  thing, 
KELVIN 

That  dog  was  folks  to  me.     Them  chinch  bugs  don't  know  what  they 
d.one  to  m.e. 


-  r  n 


3L0WDY 

I  U;i  sorry,  Yomig  Helvin.  G-oodbye. 

Oh,  say,  Histor  Old  IJan  Bill  .'Slov/dy. .  .my  place  is  v/ay  over  the 
hill  sjid  a  good  pioce  fu-rthor.  I^n  beat  out  and  tired.  Wonder 
if  you'd  loan  rie  your  r.iule  to  ride  on?     I'll  bring  it  back  tonorrov/, 

3L0"::dy 

Why,  sure.     He's  over  there  by  that  thicket, 
S^LVIi:  (fading) 

Thanks  over  so  much.     I'll  bring  hiiu  back  tomorrov;,.. 

ORGAN:     BRIEF  BRIDGE  DEI^OTING  LAPSE  OF  TllE, 
BL0\7DY  (fading  in  and  out  of  breath) 

Blast  3^our  hide,  Yoimg  Molvin,  . .  .  what  a  walk  over  here..,,  say, 

Where's  ny  mule? 
LlSLVIN 

I  feel  mighty  bad  about  that  mule,  liister  Old  Man  Blowdy.     I  sure 
do . 

What  do  you  me  on.  I 
MELVIN 

Well  sir,  I  rode  that  mule  to  the  top  of  the  hill,     I  vras  minding 
m-y  own  business  o.nd  not  giving  anybody  any  trouble.     All  of  a 
sudden  I  see  a  turkey  buzzard  dropping  down  out  of  the  sky.  Here 
it  com.e,  dropping  fast  and  crov/ing  like  a  gai-ie  rooster.  First 
thing  I  know,  that  old  buzzard  just  grabbed  your  mule  by  the  tail 
and  I  lit  on  a  rock,  head-on.    ?/hGn  I  could  see  straight,  first 
thing  I   see  was  that  buzzard  so,iling  away  with  the  mule,  m.ost  a 
riile  high  ajid  getting  littler  all  the  tirnxO  • 


*  '  ■ 


3L0WDY 

Hold  on  thcrol     I  We  soon  iiiaiiy  a  turkey  buzze^rcl  in  my  time,  but 
never  a  one  that  could  crov/. 

Well,  it  surprised  me  some  too.     But  in  a  coimty  where  chinch  hugs 
can  eat  up  a  full-grovm  fox  houiid  in  one  night,  v/hy  I   just  reckon 
a  turkey  buzzard  has  a  right  to  crov/  and  fly  off  v/ith  a  mule  if 
he  v/cjnts  too.  (FADE) 
(EVERYBODY  LAUGES ) 
MARIAN 

That^s  a  nice  bit  of  acting,  Ed#     Of  course.  Uncle  Jim... you  wore 

grand  as  usual. 

JIE 

Thank  you,  my  dear.     Of  course,  you  know  how  it  ended,,,, Old  Man 

^)ill  Blowdy  gave  up  Bulger,  and  then  Young  Melvin  gave  back  the 
mule  • 
ED 

And  everybody  lived    happily  over  after, 
MARIAN 

Any  m.ore  stories? 
JIM 

What,  isn't  that  one  enough? 
MARIAN 

I^d  say  it's  a  bit  on  the  far-fetched  side, 
JIM 

It's  true,  m.y  dear.     Well,  lot^s  see,.., 

ED 

Kow  about  the  one  when  Hulett  Crossway  bought  a  Locomobile? 
JIM 

Oh,  now,  I've  told  that  so  man 3"  tim.es,,.. 
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MARIAN 

Not  to  mo,  jou  haven't, 
ED 

It's  a  lulu,  Marian.     Gomo  on.  Uncle  Jlrn.     But  no  acting  for  me 
this  time,     I'm  going  to  rost  on  my  laurels, 

JIM 

Well,  v/hen  Hulett  Ores  sway  bought  a  Locomobile  it  m.ade  some  stir 
up  and  down  Painter  Creek.     He'd  drive  it  up  and  down  the  road, 
hollering  ''gee"  and  "haw''  and  ''whoa",  and  making  everybody  get 
out  of  the  way. 

MARIAN 

I'll  bet  they  did,  too, 
JIM 

Not  always,  though  they  tried  to.     Usually  he  would  end  up  in  a 
ditch,  or  in  som.ebody's  fence,  or  by  running  into  somebody's  v/agon. 
lie  had  a  horn  that  went  like  this; 
SOUND;  ^  Too^t^ jDf  old  fashioned Jhorn . 
JIM 

But  instead  of  using  it,  he'd  stick  his  head  out  and  holler, 
"Everbody  out  of  the  wayi"     And  it  would  usually  end  up  like  this: 
SOUND;     Loud  orash  of  automobile  hitting^  wagon,  and  bedlam-, 
MARIAN  (laughing) 
^       That  ought  to  cure  him  eventually.. 


JIM 

It  did.     Hg  sold  tho  blamod  ohing*     Said  it  hadn^t  boon  trained 
v/hon  it  v/as  young.     You  sgg,  that  \¥as  v/lion  automobilos  v/oro  just 
coming  in,  and  he  had  the  first  down  Painter  Croek.     But  before 
long,  thoy  became  thicker  and  thicker.     He  got  so  he  hatod  the 
sight  or  hearing  of  an  auto.     He  spread  glass  on  the  road,  and 
got  put  in  jail  for  it.     When  he  got  out,  he  went  to  Sunday  services 
to  preach  against  the  automobile,  and  broke  up  the  services  by  get- 
ting into  a  fight. 
ED 

He  must  have  been  a  hard-headed  cuss. 
JIM 

Not  hard-headed,  just  independent.     He  w«j,s  the  only  man  in  the 
county  that  didn^t  sing  lev;  whon  the  sheriff  came   Ground.    And  ho 
used  to  say,  "If  I  ain't  the  best  man  around  here,  I'll  eat  a  red 
bull  and  it  bellering."     Nobody  ever  took  him  up  on  it, 
ED 

But  what  finally  happened? 
JIM 

Well,  sir,  he  got  to  shooting  at  cars  with  his  8-gagG,  and  they 
put  him  in  jail  again.  Whon  he  got  out,  him  and  his  boys  built 
barb-wire  fences  across  the  road,  and  back  into  tiio  clink  again 
he  goes.     When  he  got  out,  ho  plov/ed  up  the  road,  and.,*. 

MARIAN 

....back  to  jail  again.     And  wTion  he  got  out? 
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JIM 

This  tirae  he  fooled  then,  but  not  himself.     He  plowed  up  his  pasture. 
All  of  the  folks  began  to  talk.     Instead  of  plowing  round  the  hill, 
like  the  other  hill  fariricrs,  he  began  to  plow  up  and  dov/n,  and  it 
v/asn^t  long  till  that  hillside  looked  like  a  piece  of  pants-leg 
corduroy.     They  sure  Imew  he  was  touched,  or  that  I;o'd  had  toe 
much  ^'popskull"  the  night  before. 

Looks  like  his  farm  would  wash  away,  plowing  up  and  doxm  like  that, 
JIM 

That  ^  s  Y/hat  happened,  just  as  he  no  ant  it  to.     When  the  first  big 
rain  cane,  it  sounded  like  sonebody  was  beating  carpets  and  driving 
stobs  at  one  and  the  sane  tine.     The  soil  washed  dovm  fron  the 
hill,  onto  the  road.     He  blocked  the  road,  and  kept  cars  av/ay... 
but  in  doing  so,  he  ruined  an  entire  field. and  ny  dears,  America 
needs  these  fields.. 
ED 

1^1  say.    I  just  read  a  report  from  the  Tennessee  Extension  Service 
telling  about  how  much  damage  soil  erosion  has  already  done  to  our 
s  Ci  aT3  e  . 
JIM 

That  reninds  me.     Do  you  want  to  hear  one  more  story? 

MARIAN  A3)ID  ED 

1^11  say  we  do,  sure,  etc. 

JIU 

This  is  a  true  story. 
Mi/iRIAH  A:MD  ED 

Oh,  sure,.., we  believe  you,  etc. 
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JIM 

This  is_  a  true  story.     And  if  you  don'^t  bolicvo  me,  ask  Harry 
Cottrcll.  .  .ho » s  the  county  agricultural  agont  who » s  boon  in  Hicl-anan 
County,  TonnessGc  so  long  he  v/on*t  say  just  how  long..,I»m  going 
to  play  the  part  of  Harry  Gottrell.*., 

ED 

Wha  t  ?    An  o  t  he  r  play? 
JIM 

Yes,  and  youU^e  to  play  Dennis  Cannon,     And  as  for  you,  Marian... 

MARIAN 

I  Imow,  ...Ihii  to  be  his  wife,... 

JIM 

Dutiful,  and  obedient,  a.nd...vory  much  of  a  help. 
ED 

H2:iin...her  a  help? 
JIM 

If  I  may  say  so,  Ed,  Marian  has  been  very  much  of  a  help  to  you. 
MARIAN  (TAUNTING) 
There,  Smartyl 
ED 

Yeah?    How  about  that  time  that.... 
JIM 

Listen,  my  dears,  and  you  shall  hear,  and  re-enact  the  story  of 
Dennis  Cannon,  and  his  wife,  Edythe ... .Attention  please ... .The 
pioneers  conquered  America  with  flintlock  and  axe*     Today,  Dennis 
Cannon  is  reconquering  the  sam.e  country  with  phosphate  and  lime  — 
plus  v/ork.     All  right,  your  cue,.., 
ORGAN:     MOURNFUL  OTSIC,  fading.,.. 


*  »  'f 
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EDYTHE 

That ^ s  it,  huh? 
^  DENNIS 

That's  it,  Sdythe ,     I  reckon  I  We  got  sonothing  of  a  responsibility, 

hero  • .  .  a  run-doiTO  farm,  debt ,  and ....  a  v/if  o  . 

EDYTHE 

I*m  not  worrying  about  that,  Dennis.     This  is  the  farm  you  v/ero 

born  on,  isn't  it. 

DENNIS 

Yos. 

EDYTHE 

Then  I  know  you'll  do  everything  you  can  to  build  it  up. 
DENNIS   (SUDDENLY  SORROWFUL) 

Oh,  Sdie.,.tho  land  looks  sc  rotten.     The  buildings  are  nothing 
more  than  sham.b le  s .     .But  • . . .  ( 3RI GHTLY ) .  .  »  o  o  Edi e  ,  . . 

EDYTI-IE 
Ye  s  ? 

DEmirs 

Vi^e'll  find  a  way. 
ORGANS     BRIEF  BRIDGE  DENOTING  LArSE  OF  TIME„ 
COTTRELL 

I  knov/  your  farm  pretty  well,  Dennis.     Twenty~tv/o  ye:\rs  of  share 
cropping  have  made  matters  mighty  bad. .gullies  waist  deep. 
DENNIS 

You're  telling  mo. 
COTTRELL 

But  I  Imow  you've  been  a  worker.     I  remember  the  time  when  you 
were  a  I1.-H  club  boy,  iind  how  you  invested  your  money  m  grade 
c  a"c  tie. .  •  and  ... 
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DENNIS 

Well,  I  nean  to  bo  a  good  farmer.     Now  that  I^ve  got  a  v/ife,  I 

liavG  to. 

COTTRELL 

All  right,  here's  jour  chance ... .last  week  at  the  L'ays  Crossroads 
Store  v/e  had  a  Liecting.     The  Tennessee  Valley  Authority  has  sone 
phosphate  that  it  can  use  for  experinental  purposes*     We  asked  the 
crowd  last  week  to  try  it  out,  and  not  one  would  take  it. 
DENljIS 

I^d  kinda  like  to  try  it,  Mr.  Cottrell.... 

CpTTHELL 

I  t  ho  light  you  would... 

DENNIS 

Sure.... I've  ho.rd  plenty  about  phosphate,  and  I  knov;  my  land 

needs  it, 

COTTRELL 

Dennis,  for  a  nev/  farrier  you're  about  the  best  I  We  run  into. 
Phosphate  is  the  key  plant  food  to  a  successful  and  lasting  agri- 
culture,    /ind  now  that  the  TVA  is  making  it  available,  you'll  have 
a  chance  to  prove  to  yourself,  and  to  your  neighbors,   just  that* 
DENNIS 

I  don't  have  much  money,  though* 

COTTRELL 

You  vjon't  need  m.uch.     The  TVA  will  furnish  the  phosphate,  if  you 
pay  -'3 ho  freight.     And  of  course  you'll  have  to  buy  limie,  but  you'd 
have  to  do  that  anyhow.     And  instead  of  barren  acres,  a.nd  tired 
land— you'll  have  a  farm^  soD.eday« 

ORGANS     BRIEF  BRIDGE  DENOTING  LAPSE  OF  TIMS. 

SOUI'TD  ;   _Do o r  opens  and  clo _se s^*__»j^ 


«  iLj-  « 

DEIINIS 

Any  nail  this  Liorning,  Edytl.io? 

lottGP  froLi  the  Farm  Sure o.u.       and  I  got  a  letter  from  the 


J- J. 


County  .jettcr  Homes  CoLTrnitteo. 

DENNIS 

Vifhat'd  they  v/ant? 
EDYTHS 

Guess  v/hatj     They're  going  to  visit  us  on  the  tour  next  v/eek. 
DENNIS 

Everybody  sure  is  taking  interest  in  this  farm,  all  of  a  sudden, 
EDYTBE 

They  ought  tol     Look  v/hat  you*ve  done  in  five  years.     I  remember 
the  first  time  I  looked  at  this  farm_,  Dennis..,. I  v/ouldn^t  even 
call  it  a  farm,  then, 
DEIOTS 

Yeah^  there's  been  quite  a  change^  Edythc  ♦ .  .  .  and  the  reason  is 

phosphate , 

JIM 

iind  that's  a  true  story,  ny  dears •     Dennis  Cannon  and  his  loyal 
wife  built  up  an  eroded,  abandoned  farm  in  just  give  years,  with 
hard  YiTork,  lim.e ,  and  phosphate,     Imd  he's  still  going  ahead, 
lie's  got  a  pMlosophy  of  life  that  I  like,  too.     Better  soil  makes 
better  crops.     Better  crops  miako  better  hom.es.     Better  hom.es  m.ake 
better  people,  and  a  better  America  for  you  and  for  m.e~-and  for 
those  who  arc  to  come  after  us. 
ORGAN  TBEI/IEs     I  GET  THE  BLUES  WHEN  IT  RAINS. 
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